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Talb. Dare yce come forth,and meet vs in the field ? 
Pucell. Belike your Lordfhip takes vs then for fooles, 
To try if that our owne be ours,or no. 

Talb. I fpeake not to that rayling Hecate, 

But vnto thee Alanfon, and the reft. 

Will ye.like Souldiors,come and fight it out? 

Alanf. Seignior no. 

Talb. Seignior hang: bafe Muleters of France, 

Like Pefant foot-Boycs doe they keepe the Walls, 

And dare not take vp Armcs,like Gentlemen. 

Pucell. Away Captaincs,let’s get vs from the Walls, 
For Talbot meanes no goodnefle by his Lookes. 

God b’uy my Lord, we came but to tell you 
That wee are here. Exeunt from the lVails. 

Talb. And there will we be too,ere it be long, 
Orelfe reproach be Talbots greateft fame. 

Vow Burgonie, by honor of thy Houfe, 

Prickt on by publike Wrongs fuftain’d in France, 
Either to get the Towne againe,or dye. 

And I,as fure as Englifh Henry Hues, 

And as his Father here was Conqueror; 

As fure as in this late betrayed Towne, 

Great Cordelions Heart was buryed ; 

So fure I fweare,to get the Towne,or dye. 

'Burg, My Vowes arc equall partners with thy 
Vowes. 

Talb. But ere we goe,regard this dying Prince, 

The valiant Duke of 3 edford : Come my Lord, 

We will beftow you in fome better place. 

Fitter for fickneffe,and for crafic age. 

Bedf. Lord TMot, doe not fo di (honour me: 

Here will 1 fit,before the Walls of Roan, 

And will be partner of your weale or woe. 

Burg. Couragious Bedford, let vs now perfwade you. 
Bedf. Not to be gone from hence: for once I read. 
That ftout Pendragon, in his Litter fick, 

Came to the field,and vanquifhed his foes. 

Me thinkes I (hould reuiue the Souldiors hearts, 
Becaufe I euer found them as my felfe. 

Talb. Vndauntcd fpirit in a dying breaft, 

Then be it fo: Heauens keepe old Bedford fafe. 

And now no more adoe, braue Burgonie , 

But gather we our Forces out of hand. 

And fee vpon our boafting Enemic. Exit. 

%An Alarum: Excwjions. Enter Sir lohn 
Ealftaffc, and a Captaine. 

Capt. Whither away Sir lohn Faljlaffe, in fuch hafte? 
Falfi. Whither away ?to fauemy felfe by flight. 

We are like to haue the ouerthrow againe, 

Capt, What? will you flye,ar.d leaue Lord Talbot ? 
faljl. I,all the Talbots in the World,to faue my life. 

Exit. 

Capt. Cowardly Knight,ill fortune follow thee. 

Exit. 

Retreat. Sxcurfions. Pucell, Alan fan, and 
Charles fye. 

Bedf. Now quiet Soule.depart when Heauen pleafe. 
For 1 haue fcenc our Enemies ouerthrow. 

What is the truft or ftrength of foolifh man ? 

They that of late were daring with their fcoffes. 

Are glad and faine by flight to fauethemfelues. 

Bedford dyes,and is carryed in by tm in bis Cbaire. 


An Alarum. Enter Talbo^B^ff^ 
the ref. 

Talb. Loft,and recouered in a day again- 
This is a double Honor, Burgenie: 5 * 

Yet Heauens haue glory for this Vi£orie 
Burg. Warlike and Martiall Talbot Bure ■ 
Infhrines thee in his heart,and there erefts 
Thy noble Decds,as Valors Monuments 

Talb. Thanks gentle Duke: bqt where is , 

I thinke her old Familiar is afleepe. C( n *V 

Now where’s theBaftardsbraucs,and Thar/etW 
What all amort? Roan hangs her head for o r ; 

That fuch a valiant Company are fled. ° £te> 

Now will we take fome order in the Towne 
Placing therein fome expert Officers, ‘ 

And then depart to Paris, to the King, 

For there young Henry with his Nobles lye 
Burg. What wills Lord Talbot, pleafeth . 
Talb. But yet before we goe.let’s not for^""' 
The Noble Duke of Bedford,late deceas’d & 

But fee his Exequies fulfill’d in Roan. * 

A brauerSouldierneuer couched Launce 
A gentler Heart did neuer fway in Court.* 

But Kings and mightieft Potentates muft die 
For that’s the end of humane miferie. ’ 


Extit 


Sc ana Tenia. 


Enter Charles, Bajlard, Alanfon,BuceS. 
Pucell. Difmay not (Princes) at this accident 
Nor grieue that Roan is fo iccouered; 

Care is no cure,but rather corrofiue. 

For things that arc not to be remedy’d. 

Let frantike Talbot triumph for a while, 

And like a Peacock fweepe along his tayle, 

Wee’le pull his Plumes,and take away his Trayne. 

If Dolphin and the reft will be but rul’d, ’ 
Charles. We haue been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no diffidence, 

One hidden Foyle (hall neuer breed diftruft, 

Bajlard. Search out thy wit for fccret polticies, 
And we will make thee famous through the World, 
Alanf. Wee’le fet thy Statue in fome holy place, 
And haue thee rcuerenc’t like a blefTed Saint. 
Employ thee then,fwcet Virgin, for our good. 

7well. Then thus it muft be, this dothAwwdeuife: 
By fairc perfwafions, mixt with fugred words, 

We will entice the Duke of Burgonie 
To leaue the Talbot ,and to follow vs. 

Charles. I marry Sweeting, if we could doe that, 
France were no place for Henryes Warriors, 

Nor fhould that Nation boaft it fo with vs, 

But be extirped from our Prouinccs. 

Alanf. For euer lhould they be expuls’d from France, 
And not haueTitle of an Earledome here. 

Pucell. Your Honors fhsllperceiuc how 1 will worke, 
To bring this matter to the wifhed end. 

'Drumme founds afarre of. 

Hearke,by the found of Drumme you may perceilie 
Their Powers are marching vnto Paris-ward. 

Here found an Englifh March. 

There goes the Talbot .wish his Colours fpred, 

And all the Troupes of Englifh after him. ( 

fftm 
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french March. 

. u. Rereward comes the Duke and his : 

® Jftuor nukes him lagge behinde. 
fortune i n vwill ta ikc with him. 

jjijiflion a i - Trumpets found a Parley. 

, /.<• A Parley with the Duke of Burgonie. 

C J*[ who craues a Parley with the Burgonie ? 
fS The Princely of France,thy Countrey- 

What lay‘ft thou Charles} fori am marching 

^Ckrles. Spcakc Pucell, and enchaunt him with thy 

* otd 5 ‘i; Braue Burgonie,x ndoubted hope of France, 

. ^JL'thy humble Hand-maid fpeake to thee. 

St 3 l’ Speake.on,bm be not ouer-tedious. 
mil Looke on ch y Country,look on fertile France, 
d fee the Cities and the Townes dcfac’t, 

rlwaftingRuineofchccruellFoc, 

As lookes the Mother on her lowly Babe, 
vVhen Death doth dofc his tender-dying Eyes. 

Je fee the pining Maladic of France : 

Behold the Wounds, the moft vnnaturall Wounds, 

Which thou thy felfe haft giuen her wofull Brcft. 

Ohtume thy edged Sword another way, 

c^ke thofe that hurt,and hurt not thole that helpe : 

Otic drop of Blood drawne from thy Countries Bofome, 
.Should grieue thee more then ftreames of forrainc gore. 
Retume thee therefore with a floud of Tcares, 

And wa(h away thy Countries ftayned Spots. 

’ yurg Either fhc hath bewitcht me with her words. 

Or Nature makes me fudd enly relent. 
p#rf//.Bclides,all French and France cxdaimcs on thee, 
Doubting thy Birth and lawfull Progenie. 

Who ioyn’ft ihou with,but with a Lordly Nation, 

That will not truft thee,but for profits fake ? 

When Talbot hath fet footing once in France, 

And fafhion’d thee that Inftrument of Ill, 

Who then,but Englifh Henrj,xe\\\ be. Lord, 

And thou be thruft out, like a Fugitiue ? 

Call we to minde,and marke but this for proofe: 

Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe ? 

And was he not in England Prifoner? 

But when they heard he was thine Enemie, 

They fet him free,without his Ranfome pay’d, 

Infpight of Burgonie and all his friends. 

See then,thou figlu’ft againft thy Countreymen, 

And ioyn’ft with them will be thy flaughter-men. 

Come,come,retusne; retume thou wandering Lord, 
Charles and the reft will take thee in their armes. 

I am vanquifhed : 

Thefe haughtie wordes of hers 
Hauebatt’rcd me like roaring Cannon-fhor, 

And made me almoft yeeld vpon my knees. 

: orgiue me Countrcy,and fweet Countreymen: 

AndLords accept this hcartic kind embrace, 
dy Forces and my Power of Men are yours. 

So farwell Talbot,lie no longer truft thee. 

Pucell. Done like a Frenchman: curnc ind turne a- 
gaine, 

Charles . Welcome braue Duke,thy friendfhip makes 

Ballard. And doth beget new Courage in our 
Breads. 

Alanf. Pucell hath brauely play’d her part in this,' 

And doth deferue a Coronet of Gold, 


Charles. Now let f s on,my Lords, 

And ioyne our Powers, 

And fecke how we tnay prejudice the Foe, 


Exeunt. 


Sccena Ouarta . 


Enter the King,Glouccfler,tVinchcfter,Torke, Suffolk!, 

Semerfet,tVarmcke,Exeter: To them,mth 
his Souldiors, Talbot. 

Talb. My gracious Prince, and honorable Peeres, 
Hearing of your arriuall in this Realme, 

I haue a while giuen Truce vnto my Warrcs, 

To doe my dutie to my Soueraignc. 

In figne Whereof, this Arme.that hath rcclaym’d 
To your obedience, fiftie FortrcfTes, 

Twelue Cities,and feuen walled Townes of ftrength, 
Befidc fiue hundred Pnioners of efteeme ; 

Lets fall his Sword before your Highneffc feet: 

And with fubmiffiue loyaltie of heart 
Aferibes the Glory of his Conqueft got, 

Firft to my God,and next vnto your Grace. 

King. Is this the Lord Talbot, WncVlcGloucefier, 
That hath fo long beene refident in France ? 

Chit. Yes,ifit plealeyourMaieftie,my Licge^ 

King. Welcome braue Captaine,and victorious Lord; 
Wncn I v/as young (as yet I am not old) 

I doc remember how my Father faid, 

A ftouter Champion neuer handled Sword, 

Long fincc we were refolued of your truth, 
Yourfaithfull feruice,and yourtoyle in Warre; 

Yet neuer haue you tailed our Reward, 

Or beene reguerdon’d with fo much as Thankf, 

Becaufe till now,we neuer faw your face. 

Therefore (land vp,and for thefe good deferts. 

We here create you Earle of Shrewsbury, 

And in our Coronation take your place, 

Senet. Flourifb. Exeunt. 

tJManet Fernon and Bajfet. 

Fern. Now Sir,to you that were fo hot at Sea, 
Difgracing of thefe Colours that I weare. 

In honor of my Noble Lord of Yorkej 

Dar’fl thou maintainethe former words thou fpak’ft? 

Bajf. Yes Sir,as well as you dare patronage 
The enuious barbing of your faweie Tongue, 

Againft my Lord the Duke of Somerfec. 

Vern. Sirrha, thy Lord I honour as he is. 

Bajf. Wby,what is he ? as good a man as Torkf. 

Hern. Hearkeye: not fo: inwitnefletakeyethac. 

Strikes him. 

Bajf. Villaine, thou knoweft 
The Law of Armes is fuch, 

That who fo drawes a Sword.’tis prefent death. 

Or elfc this Blow fhould broach thy deareft Bloud. 

But He vnto his Maieflie, and craue, 

I may haue libertie to vengc this Wrong, 

When thou fhalt fee,Ilc meet thee to thy coft. 

Hern. Well mifcreant,Ue be there as foone as you, 
Andaftermecce you, fooner then you would. 

Exeunt. 

I 3 Enter 
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